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"take a dive, torpedo girl" 

Gene's bedpost notches had gotten incredible over the last several tours. She had photo albums worthy of a 
true connoisseur of the female body (or anyone that fell between the parameters of Sasquatch and Medusa, 
as Paul uncharitably put it). Every girl that went from the Coop to her hotel room seemed to leave enthralled. 
Every girl that wanted a repeat performance left disappointed. 

To be fair, that was only really one girl. To be even more fair, that was her sort-of girlfriend, the almost 
painfully femme Paul(ina) Stanley, who was notoriously picky and high maintenance about everything. Gene could 
and had disregarded most of that for years, mentally tuning out that whiny Queens accent when it came to 
hotel accommodations (questionable), food options (available), and costume designs (minimal). But Paul's sexual 
frustration seemed to have come to a head lately in a way Gene couldn't ignore. 

"| don't get it," she grumbled, yanking back on the cutesy lace panties Gene had tried to take off using just her 
teeth and tongue about twenty minutes before. "All that tongue, and you don't know how to use it” 

"| do know how to use it," Gene protested. "Your nerves are just shot after a concert" 

"My nerves are not shot--" 

"What do you want me to do?" 

"Learn how to get a woman off" 

"Paul, nobody but you ever complains.’ 

‘Of course they don't complain! They're fucking the most eligible lesbian in rock!" Gene didn't get a moment to 
savor Paul's compliment, not when she impatiently followed it up with, "It's like if | was fucking Roger Moore. I'd 
probably come before he even touched my tits!" 


Gene reached for one of said tits on automatic. Paul brushed her hand away and got up from the bed, looking 
around for her bra. Gene spied it before she did, snatching it up from one corner of the bed and flicking her 
finger against one of the cups while she watched Paul rummage around topless. Hopefully itd take a minute or 
two before she noticed. 

Paul really did have nice breasts, even if the rest of her figure was fairly rectangular. Well. She had an okay 
ass, too. But Gene didn't have any room to talk there. Curvy implied a distinct, flattering shape, and Gene was 
just bulk The softness wasn't in the right places. Didn't even have an ass. How she'd managed to appeal to 
middle America's lesbian population, well, she chalked it up mostly to shamelessness and libido. It definitely 
wasn't looks. 

"Do you think he'd fuck you?" It sounded a little more mocking than Gene intended. The list of men Paul was 
interested in overlapped well enough with her list of women. Usually blonde, usually way out of her league, and 
always overly pretty. Gene wasn't sure why she had ended up an exception in all cases. Paul only grunted 
impatiently in response, at first. 

"No. .. Gimme my bra" 

Gene slingshotted it over to her. Paul caught it, but didn't put it back on yet. Gene waited for her to start 
tossing back on her clothes for that abbreviated walk of shame to her hotel room next door, only it didn't 
happen. Paul just crawled back on top of the bed next to her. 

"Wanna watch T.V.?" 

Another sigh. 

"No. | want you to take a bath." 

Gene cast a look of aspersion to the adjoining bathroom. 

‘| showered three nights ago." 

"That was three concerts ago. You stink." 

"You love it" It was a regular bone of contention. One particularly humid afternoon, just before a concert in 
New Orleans, Paul had gotten agitated enough to spritz her with half a bottle of Ciara. The combined smell of 
perfume and body odor had ended up worse than either. Sensing an opening, Gene scooted up a bit, tugging a 
curly, damp lock of her hair. "Come with me? It's a Jacuzzi.” 

Paul started to smile just a little, catching her hand. 

"All right. But | mean it. We're gonna work on this. You'll be eating pussy like a champ before we're out of the 
tub." 


Gene didn't complain too much as Paul fussed and griped over her in the tub, even obliging her pouring in what 
looked like half a bottle of bubble bath, until it came to washing her hair. She grunted, allowing for the lemon- 
scented shampoo, even if it did smell like Pledge to her uncultured nose. Paul's long, thin fingers rubbing the 
soap against her scalp felt nice. But Paul wasn't really satisfied with that. 

"You don't have any conditioner?" 

"| think there's whatever the hotel had." 

"Gene, you already fried your hair. Why make it worse by not conditioning it?" 

"Does it matter? It's dead anyway, right?" 

It doesn't have to look it. Hang on" Paul scrambled out of the tub, dripping wet, and tossed on a bathrobe, 
returning about two minutes later with a bottle of VOS. Gene was a bit surprised Paul didn't have anything 
more expensive in her hotel room. 


"Didn't | humor you enough already? Don't make me shave next." 


"You have nice legs." Paul was pouring the conditioner into her hand anyway, climbing back into the tub behind 
her, unceremoniously throwing the bathrobe on the floor. "Very hairy, very sexy." 

"Very funny.” 

"No, really, they have that, uh, jenna say.." 

"Je ne sais quoi?" 

"Sure. | like em" Paul massaged in the conditioner. Not particularly erotic, until she scooted in more, letting her 
boobs press up against Gene's back It didn't keep Gene from one more mildly annoyed comment. 

"Is gonna frizz up as soon as it's dry." 

"Not if you put some styling cream on it after." Paul said it as if it wasn't a semi-constant refrain. Gene 
figured that for all her primping, Paul's hair was only in marginally better shape than hers, thanks to all that 
backcombing and teasing matting the curls into a rat's nest. Then again, Paul had never set her hair on fire, so 
maybe there was that. "I'll steal Bobby from Ace for you. Have her do your hair. How about that?" 

"You'd have to get in line" Gene was half-convinced Bobby had only been brought into KISS inner circle so Ace 
could have an on-the-road makeout buddy she didn't do concerts with. Bobby's hairdressing contributions had 
always left something to be desired. Paul rinsed the conditioner out of Gene's curls. "I'm ready, by the way." 
"For what?" 

"For that master class on pussy-eating.’ 

"Oh, that. Turn around, face me." 

Gene did, backing up slightly for a little more room in the tub. She sort of expected Paul to immediately spread 
her legs and try to walk Gene through her next attempt. Instead, Paul nudged her hand between Gene's thighs. 
"I thought you were gonna instruct me here, Paul." 

"I think a personal demonstration's more memorable to start things off, y'know?" Paul winked. 

"You're gonna end up with a mouth full of suds." 

"You used to be a lifeguard. I'm not too worried.” She scrunched up her face in concentration. Always a little 
funny to watch Paul attempt to reason anything out. ".. You think you could sit on the edge for me?" 

Gene obliged. The edge was nearly level with the water, meaning she wasn't really all that far out of the tub. 
Paul eased Gene's legs apart-- Gene grasped the sides of the tub in anticipation-- but Paul didn't get her 
mouth anywhere near Gene's pussy. 

"Okay. Anatomy lesson 

"Paul--" 

"You've got the outer labia, and then you've got the inner labia." God, Paul wasn't even being very sexy about 
it. Each segment got a sort of half-prod, half-rub as it was mentioned. "Then you've got the--" 

"Paul, does it really matter that much? Isn't a pussy just a pussy?" 

Paul looked like a cross between aggrieved and horrified. 

"God, no wonder! You don't even know what you're working with!" 

"| do know--" 

"Then--" Paul's face was contorted interestingly. It wasn't exactly hot. The last time Gene had seen that look, a 
roadie was in the process of getting fired for putting the smoke bombs too close to her highness’ mic stand. 
"Then show me your clit." 

"That, uh." Yeah, she could do that. Gene shifted, scooting back slightly and then reaching down past the suds. 
Belatedly, she realized Paul couldn't see anything from her vantage point. She sighed, scooting back again until 
her upper thighs weren't in the water at all anymore, and pointed "You piss out of that, right?" 

"Not 


Paul was going red. No. She was going apoplectic. Visions of never having an orgasm courtesy her bandmate 
again were starting to lurch in Gene's head. 

"No, no, nol Fuck, Gene! | thought you knew better! | thought you knew everything! l-l thought you just sucked!" 
"What do you want me to--" 

"This is your clit!" One wet, slightly-sudsy fingertip pressed against a tiny bundle of nerves. Gene bit her lip at 
the sudden sensation, fighting the urge to roll her hips into it. "Right here!" 

"Okay, okay!" 

"This is where you ought to focus onl" Paul was rubbing intently against and around it. Gene wanted to correct 
her-- she knew what it did even if she was wrong on where it was-- but already, she was getting distracted, 
breathing a little off. "You can't miss it! It swells up! 

"What if they're really hair--" 

‘Clits aren't hairy, asshole!" 

Oh. Oh, fuck. For all that Paul still sounded irritated as hell, her fingers were rubbing and coursing against her 
folds and clit in their familiar pattern, sending sparks of pleasure all through her groin, warming her whole 
body. Gene's grip on the sides of the Jacuzzi tightened. She decided now would be an inopportune time to ask if 
she'd ever found Paul's. 

"Okay. l-l get it" Exhale. Breathe. "But this isn't pussy-eating.’ 

"No shit, Sherlock" So gripey. Gene's vision was swimming a bit, Paul's reddened face and cleverly rubbing 
fingers her primary focus, no matter what else Paul said. "You can start really fingering from here, if you 
want, once she's getting wet. You'll just have to watch her face. Not every chick likes it" 

"You don't like it" 

"| don't like anything jammed up me--" 

"Dicks." 

Gene regretted it the second the word left her mouth. Paul withdrew her hand immediately, leaving her soaked 
and squirming. 

"You're a real mood-killer sometimes, Gene." 

"Paul, cimon-- it was a joke, finish up--" 

"No, no, | think I've managed a pretty good primer." 

"Paul, you're not being fair--" 

"You can take it from here." 

Gene reached for Paul's hair. Paul just grabbed Gene's wrist. 

"Show me first. Il finish you off after." 

"Promise?" 

Paul hesitated. 

"You look like | told you there wasn't a Santa Claus," she said, and squeezed Gene's thigh. "I promise." 

For all their off and on fooling around, for all that they were sort of girlfriends, Gene hadn't ever deliberately 
masturbated in front of Paul before. It had taken at least two or three months before Gene had even started 
to shower with her. It wasn't exactly shyness-- well, it was, but it went past that. Showers and baths were 
real intimacy. Fucking wasn't. 

Paul had, of course. Paul loved the performance of it, grinding against her own hand while Gene groped and 


fumbled on top of her. But Gene rarely touched herself at all, even without an audience. It just had never 


worked out too well. Sex was a surer route to orgasm, and ever since the tours had started, she hadn't seen 
the point at all in trying to work herself up instead. She bit her lip, slipping her hand between her thighs. 

Okay. So she knew where her clit was now. She started to imitate Paul's strokes, letting her eyes close, though 
she could still feel Paul's gaze. Paul's hands were running up Gene's inner thighs, extra sensation she was 
grateful for. Her fingers were slipping on just a bit of her own slickness before long, her hips making quick 
rotations, apt to slide against the edge of the tub. 

"Good-- good." It was Paul. Paul was only gripping Gene's thigh with one hand now. Gene opened her eyes for 
just a scant moment, just to confirm. Her face got hot as she realized she was right. Paul's other hand was 
dipped beneath the bubbles. Her eyes were half-shut, nipples hard, body making tight little jerks. She was 
getting off just on watching Gene. 

She looked hot like that. Not pissed-off anymore. Not tense and insecure. Those full lips parting as she panted, 
revealing slightly crooked teeth. She wasn't beautiful. She was better than that. She was Gene's. 

Gene's strokes got more intentional and less awkward with each look at Paul. Found an actual rhythm. Paul was 
starting to smile, looking up at her. 

"| didn't think I'd ever get to see," she said. 

‘lm not great at this." 

"Shh." With what looked like great reluctance, Paul tugged her hand out from the water and bubbles. "| 
shouldn't have yelled at you." 

"Well--" 

"Lemme make it up to you." 

Gene shifted, moving her own hand back to the edge of the tub, cautiously. 

"You're not gonna do commentary this time, right? No more anatomy lesson crap." 

"Nah. This is all about you." 

Paul reached for Gene's hips, carefully easing her just a little further forward, licking a long, slow stripe 
across her damp folds. The warmth seemed to circulate all over. Gene kept one hand on the tub's edge, the 
other finding its way to Paul's head, stroking the still slightly damp curls, urging her along. Quick, soft laps 
against her clit that made her thighs twitch, teasing brushes against her pussy with her nose. Gene tried to 
keep the technique in mind, still determined to get something out of it besides an orgasm, but her focus was 
shredding again. Paul was always a messy eater when it came to her. Messy and thorough. The brief moments 
when Paul pulled back for air, Gene was pleased to see half her face damp with her fluids. 

"Oh... oh, fuck, Paul..." 

It didnt take long. Paul never was good at teasing and holding back, once she really got into it. Too eager to 
please. And Gene never liked being kept on the edge for long, anyway, unable and unwilling to keep vice at arm's 
length. Gene's hand tightened in Paul's hair, and she closed her eyes, panting. Closer, closer, as her vision swam, 
stammered-out curses all she could manage. One soft groan and it was over. Back down to reality. Paul planted 
a teasing kiss or two against her folds before she raised her head again, smiling. 

"Wanna go for two?" 

"Nah." 

"What, really?" Paul crooked her head. "We could get out of the bath if you wanted. It's gonna get cold soon, 
anyway." 

Paul thought she was worried about her balance on the tub's edge. Gene almost laughed. 

"Really. | do wanna get out of here, but..." 

“But what?" 


"But maybe | wanna put your lesson into practice.” 

Paul's mouth tilted up. 

"That quick?" She stood, the water sloshing around her as she leaned over and pulled the bathtub plug. "Here | 
thought you'd just keep milking those lessons for orgasms." 

"| gotta say, it was tempting. But | think I'm ready to give it a shot" Gene stood gingerly and stepped out of 
the tub, holding out her hand for Paul to take. "C'mon, let's go back to bed so | can give you my 
demonstration 

"Your demonstration? Expert already, huh?" But Paul was grinning, clasping her hand as she stepped out in 
turn, dripping water all over the bathroom tile. Her body was flushed pink, half from the tub, and half, Gene 
was convinced, from just being pleased. "We're gonna get the bed wet, you know." 


"We better." 


